THE SCENE IS CHANGED

considering the returns of several nights. It seemed that
Boston might be a trap for theatre optimists; and I was
bound to think of Our Town, a fine sensitive work, which
had played to empty houses for a week and closed with a
loss of thousands. Perhaps New York was better for us;
for that city at least knew our play and had rallied to it once
already. In a few hours the decision was taken : we would
play our two weeks in Boston, cancel Philadelphia and Wash-
ington and the rest of the tour, and open in New York
within a fortnight. The alternative for the company might
well be sailing home again from Boston without seeing
Broadway or Fifth Avenue at all.
It was snowing hard as I went back to the theatre in kte
afternoon, knowing the step now taken to be irrevocable.
A few people seemed to be standing outside on the sidewalk,
and others were casually joining them :  it took me time
to discover that this was the tail-end of a line extending into
the lobby and across to the box-office.   I asked the manager
what all these people were doing, for there must have been
fifty of them ; he said they were waiting to buy tickets for
our pky.   For no reason a box-office line had suddenly
formed around lunch-time, and it had been there ever since.
More business had been done in three hours than in the
previous week.   Maybe it was the weather : no, it couldn't
be the weather which was shocking.  Then they might have
been reading the reviews ; or maybe those Harvard boys
who had enquired about the pky were through with their
examinations.    Such  mysteries   always   envelop   theatre
bookings:  we were happily surprised when the receipts
jumped by a thousand dollars that night, and the first week
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